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A LITTLE GIRL IN A BIG WORLD, AND 
WHAT NEXT? 
Elizabeth Pettinger’s Talk at.Our Birthday Party 


Bit Everybody I know is having, or going to have 
ed vacation, and that puts me in the humor of 

: wanting one, too. That’s what this letter is 
about. When the story of “The Little Girl in a Big 
World” was finished I began to think hard what next 
to write you in the way of a story, and I thought so hard 
and so long that the first thing I knew it was the end 
of the month and not a line written! Other ends of the 
month have found me in the same predicament, but in 
spite of it the story has always gotten off because there 
has always been something to begin on, but this time 
it’s different. Of course I might go on and tell you 
more about Adrian, but what would be the use? You 
know as much about her as I do, and your imagination 
can picture her running about that beautiful palace in 
France with her Aunt Verna and Uncle Paul doing 
everything in their power to spoil her disposition by 
giving her everything she wants. You and I know they . 
can’t spoil such a sweet, unselfish nature, and also know 
she never would be contented unless she was using the 
lovely home in making others happy; we know, too, that 
Mrs. Temple and her sister intended traveling in Europe 
the next year, and that of course they visited Adrian, 
and I shouldn’t be the least bit surprised if Miss Verna 
took her little niece back to America when Mrs. Temple 
returned home, and maybe they traveled all over the 
world, and—why, your imagination can’t picture any- 
thing that they didn’t do, so why should I take up the 
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precious space in Wer Wispom telling you what you can 
find out for yourself? Then I thought of a plan to tell 
you what happened to that fat little girl whom Adrian 
met at the home, but when I remembered that we must 
think only of pleasant things I didn’t feel like giving you 
the history of that discontented child, for you must re- 
member that evil thoughts bring their harvest just as 
sure as good thoughts, and while Adrian’s smile was win- 
ning its way into the hearts of others until it brought 
her all the good things of earth, the fat little girl’s frown 
was turning all the healing, helpful forces in the other 
direction, and only scowls and ill treatment were to be 
found, so of course I didn’t want to tell you about that. 
Just about this time we began to think of our trip 
up, up into the mountains where the rivers are only 
creeks, and the trees grow so tall and straight that their 
tops seem to come tight together when you stretch your- 
self on your back in the moss and look straight up toward 
the sky. That would have made a fine story, but every 
time I started it I remembered that the time was short 
and I'd better make out a list of the “grub” we would 
have to take or we'd be apt to go hungry amid al] that 
wonderful scenery—and the story wasn’t written. Then, 
too, I hesitated to tell you how Sally and Lois are going 
to look out there in the mountains—I thought you might 
think overalls, on girls as big as they are, quite dread- 
ful. Do you? Their hair will be braided close to their 
heads, cause I don’t want much bother “fixin’” it, and 
the overalls will keep their stockings whole; think of 
the wash it will save! O no, of course we won't do any 
washing while we are gone! Our clothes will just grow 
dirty and dirtier until we get home—then off they go to 
the steam laundry! I’m going to do the cooking, but 
really the mountain air and exercise will prevent any 
great harm to the others from that circumstance, and 
beside, most of our “grub” will be out of cans and boxes. 
We are going to drive into the mountains as far as there 
is a road, stop and pack everything we've got on the 
backs of two horses and then tramp in, up one moun- 
tain and down the other side until we reach the noisy, 
rushing, roaring stream; there it is always twilight be- 
cause the trees are too dense to allow the sunlight to 
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enter. It doesn’t sound as if that was much fun, but it 
is. There are all sorts of things one can do out there; 
yell as loud as you want, for one thing; then there are 
climbs up the mountains and along the streams, and you 
find lots of things you never saw before, flowers and 
mosses and strange plants and queer bugs and wild 
things and bear tracks, and sometimes you see a deer or 
animal that makes your hair stand up! Lois’ imagina- 
tion will fill the whole woods at night with wild cats or 
cougars—she may even see a lion or elephant! Then 
there is the big campfire at night when we sit around 
the circle and sing and tell stories until we are so sleepy 
we just tumble into our bunks with our clothes on, even 
our overcoats. But as I told you; I never got started on 
that story, and it took so long to decide that I hadn’t 
time to tell it right and had better try something shorter 
now that the month is up and Mrs. Fillmore is getting 
impatient for my “copy” (that’s what manuscript is 
called). 

One time last winter Governor West of Oregon in- 
vited a number of women up to the state capital to go 
through the prison and other state institutions. We’ ac- 
cepted the invitation and set the day for the following 
spring. Now we were very much interested in Governor 
Wets and all he is doing for the prisoners; you see he 
believes that those men are not like animals. but like 
human beings, able to think and act like other men if 
given a chance; he wants to turn the prison into a great 
big school where those unfortunate people are taught 
to be good, taught to work, to play and to think. He 
wants to stop killing them with a rope and give them a 
chance to redeem themselves. He believes that by teach- 
ing them to work, when their term of imprisonment is 
over they will go out into the world able to earn their 
living and that will prevent them from committing more 
crime. Well, as I said, we were very glad when the 
Governor invited us to Salem, for we wanted to see 
whether we were in favor of all this reform or not. The 
papers, many of them, told us that if these prisoners 
were treated in this way they would not be afraid of jail 
and would commit all sorts of crime and enjoy going to 
prison for it. They said if we didn’t hang men when 
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they committed murder, that no one’s life would be safe, 
because no one would fear the hanging. They said we 
did not send those men to prison to reform them, but 
to punish, and it was the Governor’s duty to see that 
they “got what was coming to them.” The Governor 
said that was revenge; that no man would want to go 
to prison for the pleasure of it, and if those men were 
punished instead of reformed, they would leave the 
prison worse than when they entered, and be a real 
danger to the rest of the people. Well, Wisdom’s, it’s 
a big, big question—too big for me to solve, anyhow! 
But I went to Salem with the rest of the women. There 
were fifty or more of us, and what we didn’t see wasn’t: 
worth seeing. I’m going to tell you about it some time, 
all about how we went there and what we saw. Some 
day you will be men and women, you will have a voice 
and vote in the laws of your state and country, and I 
wish I ‘might show you a few of the things you will be 
able to do when you grow up. It’s more interesting 
than any game you ever played, because it’s really, 
truly dead in earnest! I haven’t time to tell you about 
it now, but if you'll give me a vacation this month I'll 
begin next month, or some time very soon, and tell you 
about the prison, what it is like inside and outside, what 
the men are taught and how they live, what Governor 
West is trying to do for them and what he has done and 
what as yet, he is not able to do. Of course you don’t 
all live in Oregon, but your state has a prison, and most 
of them are very much worse than the one in Salem, 
Oregon. You can always find prisons, but you cannot 
always find a Governor West to clean them up, to take 
an interest in the men (there are only three women in 
this prison, and many more than a thousand men), and 
to study out ways and means of helping them and making 
the money from the state cover the expenses and at the 
same time clothe and feed the prisoners properly. You 
haven’t all a Governor West, but you can do your best 
to get one, and if you can’t do better, why, just wait 
until you grow up and be one yourself. 

So now, good-by—we’re off to the mountains. En- 
joy yourselves this summer, stay out of doors and watch 
and listen to what the flowers and trees and birds have 
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to tell you, and come in from mountain and seashore in 
September ready for a good hard winter of school. 
Always your loving friend, 
Exvizapetu E. Perrincer. 
P. S.—When I was a little girl I always wanted to 
add a postscript to my letters, and this is one. 


VALUE AND INTEREST OF BIRDS 
An Essay by Exste Forrey 


Sa) O the person who takes but a superficial view of 
things or who is not a close observer, birds 
in general may not seem to be of much value; 
but the student of nature, and more especially 

of birds and bird life, knows that birds are not created 
only to be an ornament, to beautify the bush and make 
music. They are in reality good friends to us and ren- 
der us very valuable 
assistance. With the 
exception of a few 
species, which unfor- 
tunately have acquired 
mischievous habits, and 
by continuing in their 
evil ways have made 
themselves pests by 
destroying the or- 
chardist’s fruit and the 
farmer’s grain, birds 
are very active agents 
for the good of man. 

The numerous small 

birds which hop around 
our gardens as if they had no important duties to per- 
form are really intent upon securing their food. They 
devour the aphides and other insects and grubs that work 
such havoc among the trees. The various kinds of tits 
and robins belong to this class. 

The ibis hunts down and devours the swarms of 
grasshoppers which, if unchecked, would destroy all the 
grass, leaving the animals depending on the grass for 
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food to starve. Swallows destroy innumerable gnats 
and other flying insects. Indeed, we are much indebted 
to this bird, for its food consists almost entirely of flies 
and insects. Wattlebirds (honey eaters) who fly from 
flower to flower, sipping the nectar, must necessarily 
carry pollen, thus helping to fertilize the plants. 
: Crows, though unpleasant, and supposed by super- 
stitious people to be birds of ill omen, act as scavengers 
and devour dead bodies of animals and waste matter, 
thus purifying the surroundings. 

The laughing jack is so named probably from its 
habit of mimicking human laughter. This bird has no 
musical note, but at sunrise and sunset it breaks into a 
hearty and prolonged laughter. It does, however, ren- 
der very valuable assistance by killing snakes. It has 
a great dislike to snakes, and will fly down and pick one 
up in its strong, sharp bill, fly rapidly up into the air 
and then let it fall half-dazed to the ground. It repeats 
this until it kills it. 

The eggs of the emu, wild duck, the mutton bird, 
the brush turkey and water fowl are frequently used by 
travelers to supplement their daily rations. Thus it is 
seen that birds are very valuable in many forms. They 
destroy insects and vermin; they act as scavengers; they 
help to fertilize flowers, and their eggs serve as food. 

But apart from all this, apart from their assistance 
and value, the bird lover derives great -pleasure from 
his association with and study of birds. The study is 
really a most absorbing one. It is a source of never-fail- 
ing interest and amusement to all who care to expend a 
little time and thought in becoming acquainted with the 
habits of the feathered dwellers of the bush and plain 
and seashore. 

To the admirer of all things beautiful, and to the 
lover of nature, birds must necessarily appeal. Our 
cuckoo may be mute, the shrieking of the cockatoo may 
not be pleasant, but who can deny the beauty of the 
magpie as he gushes forth his glorious song in the early 
morning? 

The sweet, ringing notes of the thrush and the lovely 
notes of the reed warbler, what of them? 

And the beauty of the ground lark’s flute-like notes 
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ringing out sweetly, and rising and falling with the 
undulating, rythmic rise and fall of its flight; it, too, is 
beautiful. 

The hopoke or boobook owl (the latter is, in my 
estimation, more appropriate) may give out its mourn- 
ful note from the bush, dark and silent in the night; the 
plover’s plaintive wail or the curlew’s lonely cry may 
be heard at eventide, but in spite of the sadness of their 
haunting notes, there is beauty and interest in discover- 
ing their habits. The innumerable small birds making, 
with their lively twittering, music all day. 

In studying migration of birds, how much pleasure 
is experienced by finding the first swallow, the “har- 
binger of spring!” And how interesting it is when the 
reign of winter is over and the land rejoices and breaks 
forth into flowers, to watch the mating of the birds in 
the busy season of nest building! 

There is a lesson to be read in the manner in which 
the various birds build their respective nests. Some use 
sticks; others grass; others again clay, each suiting the 
position and materials to their various requirements. 
When the value and very real pleasure derived from the 
observation of and association with birds is thus made 
apparent, it behooves us to drop the destructive attitude 
of the past and to assume the protective attitude towards 
our feathered friends. 

Let us protect their lives at all times from all dan- 
gers, whether it be from the sportsman’s gun, the stone 
of the careless and cruel boy, or from the professional 
bird catcher, who wants plumes for thoughtless women 
of fashion. 


“Tf I knew you and you knew me— 
If both of us could plainly see, 
And with an inner sight, divine 
The meaning of your heart and mine— 
I’m sure that we would differ less, 
And clasp our hands in friendliness ; 
Our thoughts would pleasantly agree, 
If I knew you and you knew me.” 
—Selected by Florence Williams. 
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“MAMMY” 
Home Picture of the South in Ante-bellum Days 
By L. Vircinia FRENCH (“Wee Wee's” Crandma) 


Where the broad mulberry branches hang, a canopy of 
leaves, 


“Mammy” 


Like an avalanche of verdure drooping o’er the kitchen 
eaves, 
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And the sunshine and the shadow dainty arabesques have 
made 

On the quaint old oaken settle, standing in the pleasant 
shade, 

Sits good “Mammy” with ‘‘de chillun,”” while the summer 
afterncon 

Wears the dewy veil of April o’er the brilliancy of June. 


Smooth and snowy is the ‘kerchief lying folded with an air 

Of matron dignity above her silver-sprinkled hair; 

Blue and white the beaded necklace, used on Sundays to 
bedeck 

(A dearly cherished amulet) her plump and dusky neck; 

Dark her neatly-ironed apron, of a broad and ample size, 

Spreading o’er the dress of “‘homespun”’ with its many-col- 
ored dyes. 


True, her lips are all untutored; yet how genially they smile, 

And how eloquent their fervor praying, “Jesus, bless de 
chile!”’ 

True, her voice is hoarse and broken; but how tender its 
replies ! 

True, her hands are brown and withered; yet how loving 
are her eyes! 

She has thoughts both high and holy, tho’ her brow is dark 
and low, 

And her face is brown and wrinkled, but her soul is white 
as snow! 


An aristocrat is “Mammy,” in her dignity sedate; 

*““Haught as Lucifer’’ to “white trash,” whom she cannot 
tolerate ; 

Patronizing, too, to ““Master,”’ for she “‘nussed ‘im when 
a boy;” 

Familiar, yet respectful, to the ‘‘Mistis’’; but the joy 

Of her bosom is “‘de chillun,”’ and delighfully she'll boast 

Of the “‘born blood” of her darlings—‘‘good as kings and 
queens a’most.”” 


There she sits beneath the shadow, crooning o'er some olden 
hymn, 

Watching earnestly and willingly, although her eyes are dim; 

Laughing in her heart sincerely, yet with countenance de- 
mure, 
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Holding out before “her babies’’ every tempting little lure; 

Noting all their merry frolics with a quiet, loving gaze, 

Telling o’er at night to “‘Mistis” all their “‘cunnin’ little 
ways.” 


Now and then her glance will wander o’er the pastures far 


away, 
Where the tassell’d cornfield’s waving to the breeze’s rock 
and sway; 


“Hi! whar dat little rascal 
now?” 


To the river’s gleaming sil- 
ver, and the hazy dis- 
tance where 
Giant mountain peaks are 
peeping thro’ an azure 
veil of air; 
But the thrill of baby 
voices—baby laughter, 
low and sweet, 
Can recall her in a moment 
to the treasures at her 
feet. 
So “‘rascally,”” so “rollicking,”’ our bold and sturdy boy, 
In all his tricksy waywardness, is still her boast and joy; 
She'll chase him through the shrubbery—his mischief mood 
to cure— 
“Hi! whar dat little rascal now? De b’ars will git ’im 
sure!” 
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When caught she’ll lightly swing him to her shoulder, and 
in pride 

Go marching ‘round the pathways—‘‘jes to see how gran’ 
he ride.” 


And the “Birdie” of our bosoms—ah! how soft and ten- 
derly 

Bows good “‘Mammy’s”’ mother-spirit to her baby witchery! 

(And to her is dear devotion, whom the angels bend to bless 

And all thoughts of her are blended with a holy tenderness) ; 

Coaxing now, and now caressing, saying with a smile or kiss, 

“Jes for ‘Mammy’—dat’s a lady—won’t it now’ do that 
or this? 


“Bowser, Bee, 
Birdie and 


Bruno” 


On the sweet, white-tufted clover, worn and weary with their 


play, 
Toying with the creamy blossoms, now the little children lay; 
Harnessed up with crimson ribbons, wooden horses side by 
side, 


fh, 
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{ Make believe to eat their “‘fodder’’-—(blossoms to their 
noses tied). 

Near them stand the willow wagon—in it Birdie’s mam- 

moth doll— 

And our noble “Brave’’ beside them, faithful guardian over 


all. 


Above them float the butterflies, around them hum the bees, 

And birdlings warble, darting in and out, among the trees; 

The kitten sleeps at ““Mammy’s” side, and two brown rab- 
bits pass, 

Hopping close along the paling, stealing thro’ the waving 
grass; 

Gladsome tears blue eyes are filling as a watching mother 


prays, 
“God bless ‘Mammy’ and my children!’’ in these happy, 
halcyon days. 


“To the river's gleaming silver, 
and the hazy distance where 


Giant mountain peaks are peep- 


ing thro’ an azure veil of air.” 


Joy is the best way to be happy. 
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WEE WISDOM 
A SWEET LITTLE MAID 


Mary JouHnson 


NCE in the mountains there dwelt a fair little 
girl with her aged grandmother. She was very 
small, just six years old, though as big as some 
who are nine. Her long, straight, beautiful, 

brown hair hung far down her back, and draped about 
a beautiful face as pink and soft as a wild rose, with two 
large, beautiful, brown eyes that shone brightly. Her 
name was Sylvia. - 

When a little baby, her father and mother were 
taken prisoners by the cruel king who was ruling then. 
Her only relative within reach was “grandmother.” The 
grandmother waited a while in the village, but heard no 
more from the parents. Then, discouraged, she went 
away to live in the mountains. 

Sylvia was so small she could, of course, remember 
nothing of her city life. She grew up in a lowly hut in 
the depths ofa mighty forest, and knew nothing of the 
looks of others than her grandmother; she knew nothing 
of chinaware, fine dresses, chairs, tables—nothing but 
nature’s own true things. For dishes they had only 
sun-dried clay bowls; for dresses, matted water rushes; 
for chairs and tables, large, flat stones, and for beds, 
boughs of cedar. 

Sylvia gathered wild flowers, petted little squirrels: 
and rabbits, played in the water of a nearby brooklet, 
gathered berries and nuts, and was always as contented 
as a lark. 

She used to ask her grandmother to tell her stories 
of other people, their ways, their towns, their buildings, 
and all the furniture in the houses. 

One day she asked, “Dama” (that is what she had 
called her grandmother since she could speak), “when 
shall I see any of those queer things?” 

“I hope some day, dear.” 

Years went by. Sylvia had grown into a beautiful, 
slender girl. Also she had grown to love the birds and 
animals more and more. One calm, summer afternoon 
as Sylvia was at the spring with a bowl for some water, 
a herald of the new prince found his way through the 
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tangle of trees and shrubs to the path leading to Sylvia’s 
home. He was riding horseback, and his glittering 
armor caught Sylvia’s eye. With a shriek she darted 
behind a tree, but the herald had seen and heard her and 
called out: 


“Come here, maiden.” 

Sylvia came slowly forward, eyeing him cxutiously. 
“Will you hurt me?” she asked timidly. 

“No, I only want to see you. Will you give me a 
drink?” 

“Gladly.” 

Sylvia gave him the bowl] full of clear, sparkling 
water. When he had drank his fill, he asked: 

“What is your name, my pretty maid?” 

“Sylvia.” 

“And your last name?” 

“T didn’t know I had any. Come to our home a bit.” 

The grandmother was astonished at the sight of a 
stranger-in such a woods. He asked: 

“What is the maid’s last name?” 

“Douglas,” answered the grandmother. 

“Douglas!” echoed the herald. “Why, if I’m not 
mistaken there was a man and woman named Douglas 
freed from prison by the prince not long ago. Tlie 
prince—” 

“It’s the child’s mother and father,” excitedly ex- 
claimed the grandmother. 

“As I was saying, the prince gave them a large sum 
of money.” 

“Oh, I’m so glad,” cried the grandmother. 

“Let me tell you my purpose,’ said the herald. 
“The prince has sent me to invite all the beautiful 
maidens to his palace where he will choose the one he 
will marry. May Sylvia go?” 

“Yes, indeed,” answered the grandmother. 

It was planned that on a certain day a man was to 
come after her with a horse. Would the day never come? 
It came at last. Sylvia stood waiting in her best rush 
dress. 

At the palace gate Sylvia was helped from her 
horse, lead up some marble steps into a beautiful room 
filled with pretty maidens dressed in finest of silk and 
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lace. Sylvia was greatly awed by it all. She gazed on 
in wonder, and stood apart from the others, but the 
prince saw her and beckoned for her to come forward. 
She did so, made a bow before the throne and stood 
facing him, smiling brightly. He then looked at all the 
rest, and then at her. 

The heralds that were standing beside the throne 
came forward and blew a blast on trumpets. Then the 
prince said: ‘The one who stands now at my feet is my 
bride?” 

‘Everyone sneered because he would take so low @ 
girl, dressed in rushes, when they wore fine silk, but still 
each one secretly liked her. 

Again the heralds blew. -In marched a procession 
of three men. The first had a small purple velvet cushion 
on top of which rested a beautiful little golden crown 
set with tiny diamonds. The second had a beautiful 
white silk gown, and the third a beautiful light blue 
robe of heavy silk. 

As the men came forward they made a bow before 
the prince. He arose, and taking the silken gown he 
slipped it over Sylvia’s head and down over the water- 
rush dress. Then he put the robe about her shoulders, 
and as he put the crown on daintily, he said: “I now 
present to you Princess Sylvia.” 

After the maidens had scattered Sylvia said to the 
prince: “How can I express my gratefulness? . But 
why, out of all other beautiful maidens, did you choose 
me?” 

“Because, dear,’ he answered, “you had such a 
sweet face and you were not vain like the others.” 

“Do you really think so?” 

“Yes, dear, but let me ask you, who lives with you?’” 

“My grandmother and I live away out in the woods, 
and that’s the reason why I didn’t have a better dress.” 

“What is your last name?” 

“Douglas.” 

“Why, I turned a man and a woman from prison 
by that name.” 

“Really! They were my father and mother!” 

“Is that so? I will find them and your grandmother, 
and we shall all live happily in the castle together.” 
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“Isn’t that grand?” 
So it was that they all came together again, and 


lived happily with the prince. Sylvia never forgot her 
lowly home in the mountains. 


LEWIS’ SERMON ON THE POWER OF LOVE 
Lewis WALMSLEY 


My dear young friends, do you know that by kind 
treatment and gentle handling even the snake can be 
tamed and made a very interesting pet? 

A short time ago I had about 
ten snakes, varying in size 
from six inches to over six feet. 
The smallest snakes are usually 
the easiest to tame, but my 
largest one, a fine black snake, 
named Bill, was the best na- 
tured one I ever had. He is 
not in the accompanying pic- 
ture. I caught him after hav- 
ing the picture taken. I be- 
lieve he really enjoyed being 
petted, and tried to crawl up 
my sleeve whenever he got the 
chance. 

The only one of the lot that 
I had any trouble with was a 
water snake, about three feet 
long. He was of a sullen, 
sulky disposition, and tried to 

pe ee bite me every time I came near 
im. 

Their bites were not dangerous, as I did not keep 
those that were poisonous. I would advise the young 
readers not to try catching snakes, unless with an older 
person who knows them, as some are poisonous. 

Snakes are so used to having people kill them that 
some have developed the poison as a means of defense. 
Snakes eat about once a week, and can go for a month 
without eating at all. I kept mine for about a month 
without food, for as they eat only living things, I could 


} 


WEE WISDOM 17 


not feed them without qualms of conscience. I knew it 
was wrong to keep them in captivity and still hated to 
let them go, but finally my idea of the just and right 
overcame the selfish desire to keep them, so I took them 
out to “Indian Creek,” turned them loose and watched 
them crawl away, with a sad heart but a feeling of having 
done the right thing. 


HOW DOROTHY WAS CURED 
Maser Dana 


HERE wes great commotion in the little brown 
house. No one was as happy as they should 
have been, though mother w1s coming home, 
for little Dorothy lay sick. Mother hed been 

visiting a friend of hers in Boston, but when she hid 
received the telegram telling her to come home at once, 
she hed taken the next train. 

Little Dorothy had always been a favorite child 
because she was the youngest. Mother had lost daddy 
sever*l years before, and now. she tearfully told her 
friends, she did not want to lose her baby. 

Mv goodness, bunt that journey seemed to hive no 
end! She tried hard to think of other things, but she 
could not get her mind off the thought that she was going 
home to see her baby die. 

“I wonder how she caught that fever,” thought poor 
mother to herself. “Oh, I know what I'll do. I'll ask 
one of the Home of Truth teachers to come over and 
cure her.” 

* * * 

“Where to?” called the taxicab driver when mother 
h-d gotten off the train and into the taxi. 

“2103 Bay Street,” she called, giving the number 
of her friend’s house. 

“Oh, Sarah, dear,” she said, after the greetings 
were over, “my little daughter is very sick. Don’t you 
think vou could cure her?” 

“T’ll do my best, dear,” said Mrs. Jackson, as she 
put her hat on. 

About fifteen minutes later the taxi turned down 
the lane where the little brown house was situated. 
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“Here comes ma,” cried Mary, a little girl of ten. 

“Where? Where?” cried three other voices. 

“Hush, you'll disturb Dorothy,” said womanly little 
Mary. 

“Well, dearies, how are you?” said a motherly voice, 
and four little children were clasped in her arms. 

Mrs. Jackson, the Home of Truth teacher, and 
mother entered little Dorothy’s room. There she lay, 
a child of four summers. She was asleep, one hand pil- 
lowing her red, almost purple, cheek. Her face was as 
white as the pillowease on which her golden head rested, 
except for the burning spot in each cheek, signs of the 
fever. 

“Leave her alone with me for an hour,” said Mrs. 
Jackson. 

At the end of the hour mother went in and kissed 
the red cheek of the little sufferer. 

“Mother,” said a baby voice, as two chubby arms 
went around her neck. 

Mrs. Jackson kept up the treatment for three days, 
and inside of two weeks Dorothy could be rolled around 
in an easy chair. The doctors had given her up, but 


Mrs. Jackson had saved her. Such is the will of God. 


SMILES 
Grace E. Smiru 


If we smile all the while, 
Our faces soon will be 

Round and bright, and full of light 
For other folks to see. 


Chorus: Smiles never cost anything, 
Blessings to someone they bring; 
Smile, smile, smile all the while, 
Smiles never cost anything. 


If we frown and look down, 
Our faces soon will grow 
Long and sad, dark and bad, 
As if they seemed to know. 
Chorus. 
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If we cheer others near, 
They will cheer us, too; 
So just smile, all the while, 
Brighten life all through. 
Chorus. 


& WEE WISDOM BOOSTER CLUB 


Royal, Secretary 


August brings us our Birthday party, and so we 
are all gathered in the close arms of Wer Wispom for 
a welcoming kiss as we assemble from near and far to 
do her honor at her annual festivity. 

This party finds the secretary far up in the woods 
of Wisconsin, among the many lakes and the great pine 
trees and beautiful firs. I wish that you could all go 
for a row on the lake with me or take a long walk 
through the quiet rose-lined roads. Wouldn't it be great? 
I am afraid that I am taking up all the time from the 
Booster meeting and the party, telling you about what 
I am doing this summer. I shall give some of the other 
Wisdoms a chance to speak up and tell what they have 
been doing. 

C. D., we have not heard from you lately. 

Fort Worth, Texas. 
Dear Were Wispom—I am coming to the Birthday party. 
Hope I am not too late. I told you about my dog last year, 
and now I have a cat. I call her “Buz.” Yes, Royal, I want 
to join the Booster Club. Would like to get a letter so I will 
know all about it. Bringing my love to all who attend the 
party, Your loving friend, C. D. Everitt, Jr. 


We are glad to welcome you into the club. 


““Wee-Wee”’ has a fine entertainment to offer us. 
Dayton, Tenn. 
Dearest Little Wisdoms—What have you all been doing? 
Do you not know, it will soon be August? Of course you are 
all coming to the dear birthday party. I am bringing a picture 
with me this time, that will, perhaps, be new to you... WrEE 
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Wispom is seventeen years young, and I wonder if she ever had 
a “Black Mammy.” Few, if any, of the children have dear 
“Mammies” these days, for “Black Mammy” belongs to the 
old South, and to a day that has passed and gone. My sweet 
grandmother wrote this poem to “Mammy,” and my father 
has had it illustrated for me. It is such a true home picture 
of old plantation days, and of the children and their dearly 
beloved slave-mother. One vacation my brother and I said we 
wanted to go to the place where our mother lived when she was 
a little girl. She had told us of her childhood at beautiful 
“Forest Home”—a big old rambling house. My grandfather 
called it the “Bee-Hive,” for Buzz and Blossom, Bowser, Bee, 
Birdie, Bop (the negro nurse), and Bruno (the faithful dog) 
all lived there. Is there any story hour so brimful of interest 
as that one when mother tells us of her own happy childhood? 
Well, our mother not only told us of her “Forest Home” and 
“Mar my,” but she took us to visit the very places where she 
played, and to the spring-branch where she “waded.” She took 
us to “Mammy Sue’s” house, a double log cabin, so clean and 
white inside, and with a Virginia Creeper covering completely 
ene end of it. Sixteen years had elapsed since mother and 
\ammy Sue laid my grandfather to rest in beautiful River 
= .c. “I jes knowed yer wusn’t gwine ter let Mammy Sue die 
thout seein’ these chillun,” she exclaimed, coming to meet 
mother with wide-open arms. Tnen she said to me, “Law, 
honey, you is de livin’ image of yer grandma.” I felt that no 
term of endearment was ever so sweet as “honey,” and to my 
brother she said, “De Lawd bless ’im; he’s jes like de Frenches! 
Wouldn’t his gran’pa be proud?” We spent the whole day 
at Mammy Sue’s house, and in visiting old “Forest Home,” 
and the places sacred to my mother’s childhood. I have 
felt so glad to have a “Black Mammy” that I want all the 
Wisdoms to know her, so I am bringing her with me to the 
birthday party. For Mammy Sue still lives, and I write to 
her and get the funniest little letters from her. She has the 
heart of a child; and the love of the Great Universal Mother 
swells in her brown bosom. When you know her you will love 
her, dear Wisdoms, and will be ready to echo with me, my 
mother, and my sweet grandmother’s prayer: “God bless 
‘Mammy’ and my children in these happy, halcyon days.” 
With a world of love for everybody, I am, 
Yours always, Wee-Wee Benham. 


4 
—F 


WEE WISDOM 21 


Katherine has a word for us also. She may speak. 
Rosette, N. J. 
Dear Wee Wisvom—tThis is my first letter. I have taken 
Wee Wispom for a 
year. I love’ the 
stories in it, especi- 
ally “A Little Girl in 
a Big World.” I also 
enjoy the letters and 
verses the other Wees 
write. I would like 
very much to join the 
Booster Club. I have 
a little brother nine 
months old. His name 
is Richard. He is 
the only pet I have. 


I am sending our pic- 
Richard and Katherine Cooley ture. 


We are pleased to have you and your brother come 
with your pictures. The poem is good. 


Well, well; the secretary of the Crystal Truth 
Club of Brandy City has a few remarks. He is a pusher, 
and it will be a good thing for the Boosters to model 
their clubs after the live little club in Brandy City. 


Brandy City, Cal. 


Dear Wisdoms-- 


Ha! Ha! Ha! 

Here with the goods; 
We are! We are! 

The Wees in the woods. 

The Crystal Truth Club sends Birthday greetings to all, 
and hopes you will have the biggest Birthday party ever, and 
hopes there will be lots more Clubs this next year. We have 
fine times in our Club. The Fourth of July we all went to 
Camptonville and had a jolly picnic with our branch Club 
there. Just think! Our “branch” is bigger than our Club, so 
I guess we are the branch(?). They have twenty-two members, 
while we have just seven now. You see we did not have any 
more children in our little mining camp, so we asked Irene and 
Olive Calvin and Acton Cleveland to join us by mail, but they 
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are Boosters, and started a Club in Camptonville. ‘They are 
eight miles from us. I will let the other Wees write about 
the picnic. Our Club has a queen mother, a president, a sec- 
retary and a treasurer; then the other members we call 
“pages,” because they report the good and kind things they see 
or hear or do, to the Club at each meeting. Our motto is: 
“What you seek for you will find,” and our “come-true Fairy 
Story” is the same one that Sallie and Lois had. I will copy it 
again and send it to you. That is where we got the idea about 
the “pages.” Our monkey pins, too, are helping us to look for 
the good. Lurene Hayes says she had good luck when she 
wore it. Mother told us to say: 

“TI am happy, I am good, 

I do remember all I should.” 

Next month we will have election of officers. I guess I'd 
better remember to leave room for the other Wees, for I hope 
to meet them all at the party. Love to all, from the Wees in 
the Woods, Per Donald V. Strandberg, Sec. 

P. S.—We will try to get a picture in. 

Club Resolutions 

1. To always tell the Truth. 

2. To be kind to dumb animals. 

3. To look for the good in all people and all things. 

We have no dues, but love offerings, and fines for breaking 
rules, if our conscience hurts. 


Now, isn’t that a good letter. Wouldn’t it be fine 
to hear from each club every month and have them tell 
us all about what great things they have been doing? 
If you want to do it, all you have to do is to get busy 
with a Booster Club in your locality. I shall be glad 
to write you a letter and tell you how to go about it. 
The monkey pins are given as premiums for new sub- 
scribers, and when you send in a new subscription I shall 
send you a pin, as well as a pin to the new subscriber. 

Florence wants to ask some questions. What is it, 
Florence? 

No. Yakima, Wash. 
Dear Were Wispom—I suppose you enrolled me as a 
Booster after I wrote to you? I would like for you to write 
and tell me more about the Club, monkey pins, etcetera. I 
think Were Wispom improves every month, don’t you? An- 
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other accident added to my list! A few weeks ago I fell off 
my bicycle and hurt my knee; came very near having a stiff 
leg. I demonstrated on it and I know it did more to heal it 
than anything else. But it’s lots easier to talk about demon- 
strating the Truth than to really do it, don’t you think so? 
I learned that, but I think I can do it better now than before. 
I am going to try to get a Booster Club here. I think I can 
get four or five girls. Will you please send me my monkey 
pin now? Wee Wispom helps me so much. I am sure Wee 
Curtis is well and strong and happy, and all the other Wees, 
too. Good bye. Your loving friend, Florence Williams. 


I explained about the pins just now, Florence. I 
know that you understand. If you did not receive the 
Booster letter, let me know and I shall send you another. 

Mary Belle sends us a nice story and wants to say 
a few words. : 

Charleston, W. Va. 
Dear Wisdoms—I would like to join the Booster Club very 
much. I think it is fine to have nice little Clubs. I am very 
glad that the “Life of Mary” is started. I have a little friend 
who is sending her subscription in the first time, with mine. 
I showed her how fine Wee Wisnom is, and she, right away, 
decided to get it. Love to all the Wisdoms, 
Mary Belle Johnston. 


We surely are glad to have you with us as a fellow- 
Booster. I shall send you a letter soon. 


Beloit, Wis. 
Dear Were Wispom—I am enclosing fifty cents for Were 
Wispom’s traveling expenses for another year. Ruby and I 
are sending our own money this time, as we had enough saved 
up. I am sending a little poem I just learned at school: 
“How do you like to go up in a swing, 
Up in the air so blue? 
Oh, I do think it the pleasantest thing 
Ever a child can do! 


“Up in the air and over the wall 
*Till I can see so wide, 
Rivers and trees and cattle and all, 
Over the country side. 


“Till I look down on the garden green, 
Down on the roof, so brown, 

Up in the air I go flying again, 
Up in the air, and down.” 
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We have a swing out on our front porch and we think it 
is very.nice, so we know what it is to go up in a swing. I like 
the story about “Dan.” I am very glad I can read Wee Wis- 
rom myself, now. I would like very much to become a mem- 
ber of the Booster Club. With love to all the Wees, I remain, 
Yours truly, Ruth Fiedler. 


Dora has a few words for us. She wants to form 
a Booster Club. 
Sioux City, Iowa. 
Dear Wee Wispom—My birthday comes in August, too, 
but I am not as old as you, for it is only my ninth birthday. 
I have a sister Helen, six years old, and we would like to form 
a Wee Wistom Club, together with three little girls. Mamma 
says that perhaps you will be willing to give us some sugges- 
tions. Will you please tell how much the monkey pins cost? 
Wee Wispom has been coming to us for a long time. I like 
everything that Wee Wispom gives us. We would like to blow 
out one of Wee Wisrom’s candles and wish her many, many 
happy birthdays. Dora J. Orcutt. 


A pin is given you when you send in a new subscrip- 
tion, Dora. 

My! some more Wees want to get busy on the Club 
idea. It won't be long before we shall have Booster 
Clubs all over the world. Hilda and Emma wish to 
speak about forming a Club. 

Grand Junction, Colo. 
Dear Wee Wistom—We love Wee Wispom so much, espe- 
cially the fairy stories and the letters from the dear Wisdoms, 
that we want to join the Booster Club, if we are not too late. 
Also want Royal, if he will be so kind, to tell us how to start 
a Club here. There are three girls besides ourselves, who are 
anxious to join. We have a small one now. We get together 
every Saturday with our sewing bags and work while a lady 

reads to us. With love to all the dear Wisdoms, 
Hilda Sears and Emma Zieman. 


I am sending you a letter, dears, and so you will be 
able to understand it quite well, I am sure. 
The Clay Center Wisdoms are sending a delegation 
to us. Let’s hear them. 
; Clay Center, Kan. 
Dear Wee Wispvou—I am a member of the Wee Wisnom 
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Club. I think it is very nice. I am glad I belong to it. 1 
am now getting more interested than I ever was. I think the 
Thought is very nice. I hold it every night. I have bad eyes, 
and I am holding this little thought: “God is the strength of 
my life.” I believe it, for my eyes are better already. I have 
been trying to get some of my friends to join the Club. I had 
very good luck. They are two whom I wanted to belong. | 
told them about the Club and all our little verses, and now 
they want to belong. 
From Wee Wistom member, Inez Oberg. 


Clay Center, Kan. 
Dear Were Wispom—I belong to the Wee Wispom Club 
and I like it. I hold the Thought every night. I am ten years 
old, and will be in the sixth grade next year. I burned my 
foot not long ago, and I held the Thought of Love and my 
foot got well in a few days. Three members are away, and 
when they come home the Club is going to have its picture 
taken and will send it to you. 
Your loving Wee, Thelma Matter. 
P. S.—Send. me the magazine for one year and the Club 
Pin, please. 
Clay Center, Kan. 
Dear Were Wisctom—This is my first letter to you. I like 
the stories very much. I will be in the second grade next 
year. Mother tells me to hold the Thought every morning. | 
go to school and I always get a bundred. My little brother 
Ted is about the same age as Wee Curtis. 
Your loving Wee, Penelope Berglund. 
Clay Center, Kan. 
Dear Wee Wisvom—lI belong to the Wee Wisnom Club and 
I like to belong to it. I hold the Thought every night. I am 
twelve years old and I will be in the sixth grade next year. 
My mother was very sick one night and I prayed for her to 
get better, and she did and I am very thankful. 
Your loving Wee, Vera Horquist. 
P. S—Send me the magazine for one year and the Club 
Pin, please. 


What a fine bunch of reports? Every one of them 
is just busy practicing the Christ Doctrine. I know that 
they are all live Wisdoms, and will keep a Harmonious 
Club. Won't you send us a picture of the Club? 
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Let’s hear the report from the club at West Branch, 
Mich. 
West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Secretary—Mother thinks that I had better write 
and tell you that I have not done much Club work this month, 
because Virginia has been away and the little girl next door 
has been expecting to go away every day, for at least two 
weeks, so we could not settle down. When we send her name 
in for Wee Wispom and get the monkey pin, Virginia and I 
are going to take turns wearing it until we get another name 
to send in. I see people come for mother to heal them and 
their children, so maybe we will have some more names some- 
time. Mother says to tell you how I healed myself. Well, 
one night it seemed like all my insides went together in a sharp 
point and stuck into my right side so hard I could not take 
my shoes off, and it made me sweat awfully. Mother asked 
me if I had forgotten about God, so I went into the Silence 
for ten minutes, and then I was well again and that point 
never came back in my side, because it was nothing but a 
shadow thought, and could not if I did not let it, and I won't. 
We have been reading “Black Beauty,” and now we play it 
in a game. We have four bird houses and two wrens live in 
two of them. There are lots of birds in our yard, and they are 
not afraid of us at all. One day a robin lit on the back of a 
two-chair swing, and sat there and looked at mother who was 
in the other chair, reading. Once mother made a little cake 
for me to take out in my tent and I set it down on a box in 
the yard, and a little bird flew right down and began to eat 
it and then flew away with a piece for his mate. We love to 
watch the birds and butterflies. Virginia and I each have a 
little garden of our own near our play-tent, and we take good 
care of them. I guess I had better not write any more this 
time, but I hope a Wisdom will write to me. 
Ernest P. Baltzell. 
A good letter, Ernest; you and Virginia will suc- 
ceed with your Club all right; just keep on trying. 
We welcome Arthur to our Club. Who'll find a 
name for his pup? 
Francitas, Texas. 
Dear Were Wispom—lI am sorry I am not a little earlier, 
but I guess “late” is better than not at all. I would like to 
be a Booster and so would my sister, Marjorie. We have a 


. 
. 
a 


WEE WISDOM 27 


new cotton-gin and ice-plant, combined. There was a tomato 
and musk-melon contest given here, six dollars, first prize, 
four dollars for the second prize. I took up six tomatoes, and 
(with two others) took first prize. I want to ask the Wisdoms 
what name to give to a little shepherd pup. Guerney, my 
brother, bought one up town, the other day. He is dark brown 
and is quite fat, and when he runs, he wobbles sideways. He 
is very cute, and we would like to have the Wisdoms name him. 
Last Fourth of July, Guerney and I went to the Tress-Palicos 
Bay. We took two motorboat rides away out in the hay. We 
are harvesting our corn and have had lots of watermelons. It 
would be nicer to be called “Wisdoms” than “Wees,” for we 
are growing larger, and hope we are getting wiser. 
Yours truly, Arthur Hays. 
San Jose, Cal. 
Dear Wer Wisvom—I received your letter, and I guess 
you think I am a long time in answering it. I waited to see 
what my Sunday School teacher had to say about the Club. 
Our Sunday School class has made up a Club and we call it 
the “Good Deed Club.” We are going to sew for a little baby. 
Don’t you think that will be nice? The baby will be the young- 
est of eight children. Our Sunday School class is composed 
of about fourteen or fifteen girls, and most all of us are about 
twelve or thirteen years old. They give us the Wee Wispom 
at our Sunday School. So we want to know how much the 
little pins are, as we all want one. We want to know so we 
can send the money for them. With lots of love, 
The Good Deed Club, Ruth Meagher. 


Ruth’s letter is a little late, but it is too good to 
leave out. Blessings on the Good-Deed Club. 

Angela Pfeffer of York, Neb., sends birthday con- 
gratulations and wants to join the Club. Roma and 
Dorris Keddy of West Somerville, Mass., wish to be 
Boosters. Amy O’Neil also sends in her subscription 
and wants to be one. She lives in Hames, Cal. Esther 
and Ruth Hannam, Muroc, Cal., wish to be Boosters, 
too. Mrs. John Berglund of Clay Center, tells how 
nicely the Club is progressing. We are sure that she is 
working faithfully for the Wisdoms there. Bernice Beck 
says that she has not received the Booster letter. She 
will get it, for I shall write it to her now. 

Gracie McKenny, Irene Pyncheon and Mary Emily 
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Riser send drawings and paper dollies. You should 
always draw them in ink so that Wee Wispom can show 
them to the other Wisdoms. 

Adda Bowes and Grace Bohannon of Sioux City, 
Iowa, send nice letters, but we must hurry through the 
meeting. Lucile Eleanor Clemence of Capitola, Cal., 
also writes a nice letter. 

Lurene Hayes of Brandy City, sends a picture with 
her letter. Both are nice. 

Irma Ruth Ware who is visiting in Oakland, Kan., 
sends a letter to Jennie May Sheldon, and asks Wee 
Wispom to send it to Jennie. It would be much better, 
Irma, to send the letter directly, or to ask Wee Wispom 
to give you Jennie’s address. You know we are very 
busy here. 


Here is a photo 
of Irene, Olive 
and a little Parker 
who failed to sign 
any name to her 
letter. They all 


live in Grosse 
Point, Mich. 
Aren’t they nice 
Wees? 
Well. the sun is 
getting low in the 
West, and so we 
had better be 
starting out for 
our various homes. 
Isn’t it a great 
idea to have a big 
Birthday party 
and_ invite the 
Wees from all 
over the world? 
We can all get to- 
gether in the pages of Were Wispom, though miles apart. 
Next month, I want to hear from all the Clubs and 
have the Wisdoms who are forming Clubs tell me all 
their difficulties. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 6, AucustT 11 


A TROUBLED SEA AND A TROUBLED SOUL— 
Mark 4:35-5:20. 

Golden Text: “God is our refuge and strength, a very 
present help in trouble. Therefore will we not fear, though 
the earth do change, and though the mountains be shaken into 
the heart of the seas.”—Ps. 46:1, 2. 


Today we have two stories, one a continuation of the other. 
First, Jesus was in a ship with his disciples, when a great storm — 
came up. Jesus was asleep, but the storm became so furious 
that the disciples awakened him because they were afraid. 
Jesus rebuked them for their fear, and to the wind and sea 
he said, ’Peace, be still,” and the storm was hushed. 

When they reached the other shore a man came toward 
them who was possessed of devils. ‘The Lord cast the devils 
out and they went into a herd of swine, which rushed down to 
the sea and were drowned. The man who before had been so 
wild that he beat and cut himself against the rocks, was now 
calm, sane and fully restored. 

It is no more wonderful to calm a sea than it is to calm 
a man, and both are done in the same way. It is not likely 
we will be called upon to calm a sea, but we need every day 
the knowledge which will enable us to keep ourselves poised, 
and drive the devils out of our minds. When a thought of 
hate or lack gets into our minds, it is an evil or devil thought. 
It is a shadow hiding the real truth of things. When we have 
the habit of sitting still each day and saying, “I am God’s per- 
fect, healthy, poised child,” then the devils or shadows will be 
driven out of our minds. When they never enter any more, 
and we are always poised and listening to the Voice within, 
we will be able to calm whatever storms seem to threaten us. 


Lesson 7, Aucust 18 
THE RULER’S DAUGHTER.—Mark 5:21-43. 
Golden Text: “And he took the damsel by the hand and 
said unto her, Talitha cumi;-which is, being interpreted, Dam- 
sel, I say unto thee, arise.”—Mark 5:41. 
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There was a ruler of the synagogue named Jarius, whose 
little daughter was very sick. The ruler sought Jesus and fell 
at his feet, begging him to come and heal her. Jarius felt that 
if Jesus touched the child she would be well. When they came 
near the house the people cried out that they were too late— 
the child was dead. Jarius began to fear, but Jesus said, “Be 
not afraid, only believe.” When they entered the house the 
inmates were all crying, and Jesus told them not to mourn, 
that the child was not dead, but sleeping. They laughed at him, 
but after putting them all out of the house, he went in where 
the girl lay. Taking her hand, he said “Damsel, arise,” and 
she arose and walked. Then Jesus commanded that she be 
given something to eat. 

No matter what troubles us, we need not fear, only believe, 
and all will be well. 

The raising of the daughter of Jarius is a beautiful story, 
but the lesson it teaches is more beautiful. When the Jesus 
Christ spirit in us says arise to all good, true thoughts, it is 
our part to feed them. That is, we should see to it that all 
thoughts which we take into our minds are good and true. 
We should never let untrue thoughts enter. We should keep 
alive that which is pure and true by thinking truth and purity 
all the time. If we are dead—that is, if we have forgotten 
that Good is health, love, and joy, only the Christ spirit in 
us will say “arise” to the truth if we will but listen, and then 
we must feed our awakened minds strong, nourishing, true 
thoughts. 


Lesson 8, Aucust 25 
THE VISIT TO NAZARErH.—Luke 4:16-30. 


Golden Text: “He came unto his own, and they that were 
his own received him not.”—John 1:11. 


On a sabbath Jesus came to Nazareth where his boyhood 
had been spent. As was his habit, he went to the synagogue 
and read to the people from the book of Isaiah, about the 
anointed one or Christ. When he had finished, he told them 
that the gospel was fulfilled in him. He was the Messiah— 
the Christ. At first the people listened to him in wonder, but 
later they became angry. They had known him all his life. 
Was he not the son of Joseph? ‘I'he more they thought of it 
the more angry they became, until they decided to take him 
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to the top of the hill on which the city was built and cast him 
down. But Jesus passed through the midst of them and went 
his way. 

Many people had recognized the greatness of Jesus, but 
to his own people he was only Jesus, the son of Joseph. 


We are like the people of Nazareth. We do not always 
recognize our own ability. When we are told that a leader 
or healer can do certain seemingly wonderful things, we do 
not find it hard to believe. But we feel that we could not do 
it. They have some power which we lack. Although we are 
told that the Spirit within us has power to bring us health 
and happiness, we hardly have faith enough to trust it. We 
say, “Oh, that is only me.” Like the people of Nazareth, we 
see only the son of Joseph, refusing to recognize the Son of 
God. The Spirit in us is the most powerful thing in the world, 
and no one has more of it than another. It will do for one 
just what it will for another. ‘The only thing necessary being 
to believe with all our hearts. 


Lesson 9, SEPTEMBER | 
THE DEATH OF JOHN THE BAPTIST.—Mark 6:14-29. 


Golden Text: “Be thou faithful unto death, and I will 
give thee the crown of life."—Rev. 2:10. 

King Herod had married his brother’s wife, and John the 
Baptist told him it was wrong. This made Herod and his 
wife Herodias very angry. People seldom like to be told they 
are wrong. One night the daughter of Herodias was dancing 
at a banquet for the king. Herod was so pleased with the 
dance that he promised her anything for which she might ask. 
Her mother prompted her to ask for the head of John the 
Baptist, whom she hated. So John was beheaded, although 
the king, who feared him, would rather not have done it. 

Because John the Baptist had told Herod the truth, he 
was beheaded. Do we behead the John the Baptist in us? 
When the Voice within warns us that certain thoughts are not 
true and should not be allowed to enter our minds, do we listen 
and profit by the advice, or do we kill the good impulse—still 
the voice and continue to harbor the shadows. If we want our 
lives to be pleasant and prosperous it is wise to listen to the 
counsel of John the Baptist. 


WEE WISDOM 


BLANCHE’S CORNER 


HOT WEATHER HOMILY 


“Tt’s the heat, I guess,” 
said Lucille, leaning back 
dejectedly. Her remarks 
started a swarm of thoughts 
buzzing in my brain. Was 
it really the heat which 
bothered Lucille? 

During the play hour 
she had been full of energy, 
running with the best of us, 
but now that the study hour 
was here she seemed unable 
to think. She was languid, 
and her thoughts wandered. 

I rather thought that 
the trouble lay net so much in the weather as in Lucille’s 
own mind. She had not trained it to obey her. She had 
let it do as it pleased, had allowed all kinds of thoughts 
to enter and take possession of it, and now when she 
wanted it to help her, the unruly thoughts didn’t care to 
give up. If she had been still each day and taught her 
wind to hold true, helpful thoughts, it would have re- 
sponded when she called on it. She had not formed the 
habit of thinking. 

It is so exsy this weather to credit our shortcomings 
to the heat. If the hot weather really has anything to 
do with it, the fault is still onr own. Our minds should 
be stronger then hest or cold, and should be trained so 
that the elements do not affect us. 
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The Wee Wispom statue is given to anyone sending 
in two new subscribers. It is mighty pretty. 


Nearly every Wee belongs to the Boosters. Do you? 
Just write Wer Wispom and she will enroll you, if you 
ask her. 
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AUVGUST, 1912 


Heart of summer, 
Warm and glowing! 
Glad with sunshine, 
Glad with shower! 
Great and full 

With ripening harvest. 
With the wealth 

Of grain and fruitage; 
Big with plenty, 

Big with blessing. 
August! August! 
Heart of summer. 


Get a monkey pin if you are a Booster. 


All you 


have to do is send in one new subscription, and a pin 


will be sent to the new Wee and one to you. 


Del p 

iy 


A WORD FROM THE EDITOR 


Some of our little guests have been crowded out, 
though we have added four extra page-rooms for this 
occasion. Julia Eggan will tell us about “When They 
Saw a Snake” next month, and Vivienne Reinhardt will 
repeat her fairy story, “The Rose’s Lesson.” Donald 
will tell us a story about “What You Seek You Shall 
Find,” and all who have not helped in the Birthday en- 


tertainment will be given a hearing next month. Our 
beautiful visitor on the cover is Mazine, one of our Kan- 
sas City Wisdoms. 


Here is a little verse I found in the Youth's Companion: 
The Peacock 


“The peacock sat on the garden wall, 
As vain as a bird could be; 

With his tail, his crown and shiny breast, 
Oh! who is so fine as he? 


“The little brown birds cried, ‘Give us a song! 
And the blackbird piped, ‘Oh, do! 
‘Twill be a beautiful song, we know, 
From a bird so fine as you. 


“But when the poor peacock tried to sing, 
Then the little brown birds flew away, 

They said, ‘Fine feathers don’t make fine birds! 
They say it unto this day.” 


Yours truly, Watherine Cooley. 


fe" Ir THERE Is A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE WispoM to continue her visits to 
you. You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many 
new treats fer her readers, great and small. 


* * * * 


1, Wisdom, cause these that love me to inherit substance, and | will 
fill their treasuries. 


